A   TALK  IN  CHURCH
FTER Juliette had gone, the bookbinder spent a quarter of an hour putting Leheudry's trunk in order again. Then he got ready to go out.
A thought occurred to him - that of the piece of cottonwool in the match-box, at the very back of his till. There was no chance of the police making a search during his absence. Probably it would not even be legal; and, anyway^ who would think of opening that match-box ? But, for the sake of his own security of mind, he had to tell himself that he was leaving behind him a pkce purged of any indication, sterilised against any test* He took the box and slipped it into a waistcoat-pocket.
When he reached the boulevard Garibaldi, he hesitated for a moment over the means of transportation which he should employ. But he was not long in coming to the conclusion that speed was more important than any precautions. He hailed a taxi and gave as the address :<c Hotel de Ville Bazaar." It was five past ten.
At that period it was idle to tell a taxi-driver the best way to go, or even to suggest to him that you wanted to proceed by the shortest possible route. The thing was understood, and the chauffeurs were almost all old cab-drivers, as well as old Parisians, who would have been offended if you presumed to teach them their own business.
Quinette stopped the taxi at the comer of the rue du Temple and made sure that the driver saw him entering the bazaar. He walked through it diagonally and came out in the
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